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HAVE READY

Depot,

Abilene, Eas.

THIS MINUTE

The nicest stock in the city, marked low, and
ready for

ANY ONE WHO LIKES A GOGD THING.

Wesimply ask for your business, in order

to save you money.

~ Our Wonderfully Complete Stock

Will make friends,

out-shine rivals, win |

victories, and sell itselt on its merits every

time.

Fancy and Staple Dry Goods, Dress
Goods, Notions, Groceries, Ladies’, Misses’
and Children’s Shoes, Men's and Boys’' Boots
and Shoes are all marvels of popularity,
seasonable styles and fair prices.

Our Ladies” Button Dongola Shoe at
$1.65, and Gents’ Congress ~hoe at $1.65 are
a great surprise to those who have tried

them.

The Be

Opp. U. P. Depot,

e Hive.

Abilene, Kansas.

PLAYING POLO.

Beneficial Rosult of Our
Anglcmania,

One

A Manly Sport Which Combines Horse
manship with Exzhilarating Muas-
calar Tralnlng—~The Game
Boecoming National

We have, during the past dozen years,
writes Col. T. A. Dodze in IHarper's
Magazine, drawn from our tap of anglo-
mania a mug Lrimful of good. How
easy it is to blow away the froth which
reats on the excellent draught below.
One of the most exhilarating of our im-
ported sports is pola, and as it happens
that our plains furnish s> excellent a
mount, and onr inereasinT out-of-door
habits so many players the game may
well become a national one, The motto
of the day in English snorts is speed.
Fox hunting of the Iast generation was
a modest performance at a hand galiop;
Sir Roger de Coverly rode to hounds at
a canter. Tut within two score years
the cross~country pace has been run up
to racing speedl.  More and more thor-
ongh blood has boen ealled for in both
pack and ficld, and the old-fashioned
hunter of our sires could not live
through the shortest burst to-day. The
same thing applics to polo—the faster
and more able the pony, the better the
performance of the rider. You can get
epormons weight-carrying capaeity in
an under-brad pony, 85 well as remark-
able endurnace, but not at speed.
When you call on a fourteen hands
pony to carry ono hundred and sixty
pouads and “l;’f"““l at speed, you mast
have blool. Even the veriest weed of
an undersized thoroughbred will do
wooders in this way. The sudden
buuists or racing pace called out at polo
have made the Eanglish breed for small
thoronghbreds. Capital polo ponies
have been raised from the hardy Ex-
moor ponies with blooded sires, Mare
barrel comes of this cross, together
with a certain  handiness; but the little
knife-blade thoroughbred will often
earry as big a man. and endurance at
speed is the inheritanec only of his
race. These words, in fact, som up
that peenliar quality which has not yet
been reached in any other animal, ex-
cept, perhaps, the greyhound,

So much for the English pony. When
we come to riders, it will be many
years before we can boast the skill of
our transatlantic cousins, or either of
us that of the Japanese, with their
light cup-wands for. mallets, and
feather woight balls The American
polo flelds by

amd twist os only he cando. When he
is talen off the cars on arrival here
from his familiar haunts on the cattle
rangres he is the sorriest, gouniest,
most miserable equine specimen one
can find in a day’s tramp. In a month
or two you would never guess your
plump, handsoms, able litile pony to be
the same individual.

No other animal will recover from
such Strapazen, as the Germans phrase
it. And when hLe has undergone the
tortire of docking, and is finally in-
vested with the pigskin, nothing but
the brand remains of the ragged little
hero of the pleins

The pony is used to a single gag-bit.
But be is tractable, and pot o few will
learn to work perfectly in a snaffis, So
many of our polo-players require the
bLridie as a *“means of support™ that the
loose rein of the eowboy will in no
wise do. The perfect polo rider has
not yet made his appearance. Under
him the bronco wonld more quickly be-
come the perfect polo pony. It would
take but = few months' training to
teach him to guide by the legs alone, if
need be. Indeed, his Indian master
made him do just this. He learnss to
follow the ball in a few days. There is
no sport in which training would be
better rewarded than in polo; and
though it would be useless to nim at
the delicacy of the haute ecole—for the
sharp runs and stops of polo make this
as practically impossible as it is in
hunting—still, given a rider with perfect
seat, without a suspicion of riding the
bridle, and a pony which is taoght to
guide by leg pressure alone, and it
would seem that they should, other
things being equal, be the best players
in the game,

Distant Travels of the Stork.

An interesting proof of the distant
travels of a stork was discovered this
spring in the neighborhood of Berlin.
For a number of years a pair of storks
built their nest annually in the park of
the castle Rubeleben. A few years ago
one of the servants placed a ring with
the name of the place and date on the
leg of the male bird, in ordex to be cer~
tain that the same bird returned cach
year. This spring the stork eame back
to its customary place, the bearer of
two rings. The second one bore the in-
scription: “‘India sends greetings to Ger-

many."

Expenslve Wadading.
According to the dispatch from Wi-
nona, Minn., twelve thousand dollars in
bills has been found in a piano stool
among Lthe effects of Lena Weinberg,
the housekeeper of the old Huff house,
who died two years ago. Eighteen
months ago” twelve thousand dollars
was found in some false-bottomed
trunks. The stool was ingeniously
fixed to hald money without suspicion.
'I‘;lruﬂndwu made by the adn ‘nistra-

Cansed By Peculations.
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The Claim on Deer Crec.

The girl, nearly petrihied with Imgnt
over the underhand plot to which she
had listened, and which, if carried ont
according to the villains' plans, would
rob her and her father of a home where
they had been faithfully toiling all snm-
mer, waited until the deepening shades
of evening hid the horsemen from view,
then leaving the cow to find her cwn
way back, she sped up the creek toward
the dagout.

She found her father, pale, thin and
weak, sitting in the door, where the cool
breath of evening fanned his f{everizh
brow. He looked so ghostlike, so pow-
erless to contend with human affairs, as
he half reclined therein the starligut,
that Nancy hesitated to tell him what
she had overheard down in.the wild
plum thicket. But it was right that he
ghould be forewarmed, and she must
break it to him as gently as she could,

“Wher’ yer been, Nancy! he asked
feebly, as she threw herself on the bench
pear him.

“Jest down ther creek,” she answ:
her voice trembling.

“Yer act scart, Nancy, asef yer'd boe:
a-runnin’,” her father remarked, noticin:
the girl's strange agitation.

“Well, pup, I did see two big vur
mints down on the corner o' ther claim,”
ghe returned, trying to laugh.

“Two big varmints! Wolves:”

“Yes, or leastwise wolves thei bhLes
two feet an’ wears trousers—hwmin
wolves, wot's er heap more dangerouser
than ther four footed kind.”

“Wot do yer mean, Nuncy?" Hamlet
asked, mystified.

“] peed Dick Hines an' one o' his gang
down thar.”

“Dick Hines! On my claim? Wot was
he doin’ thar?”

*Plottin’ ter git er contract fur var
claim an' then ron us out,” and with
that introdnctory explanation she pive
her father a clear account of the vil-
lain's scheme as she had overheard it.

“Wot kin we do? he appealed to the
girl in his helpless weakuness, “I reckon
he’'ll beat us outen ther claim yit.” and
the sick man became overwrought with
dejection,

“No he won't, pap,” and Nancy set her
mouth resolutely as she asked hersell
what she could do to ontwit their enemy.
She would not show despair now before
her feeble father.

“Ef Tom Byers was only homo he
might stop Hines,” said the tronbled set-
tler,

Nancy's face flushed at the mention of
that name, and she did not immedintely
make answer,

“It's awful ter beso no-nccount as I
am,” the sick man wailed, “1'm so weak
I conldn't take my part agin a crawifish
now; an' thar’'s no nse ‘pealin® ter ther
neighbors, fur ther kinder down on me
'eause I've refused ter Lecome er mem-
ber o ther league. Hines is plumbshore
ter git ther cluim,” he reiterated, his old
gpirit all crushed by discase,

*No, Hines won't!” and the girl sprang
to her feet, her eves flashing with the
fires of a sudden resolve. *‘I'll stop him
myself.”

“Yer, Naney?’

“Yes, pap.”

“How'll yer do it?”

“T'll git on ther pony, ride over ter‘
Baxter, an’ tell ther Iand agoent all erbout
ther claim,” returned Nancy.

“Hines ‘Il beat yer ther.™

“No, he won't, pap, fur I'm aimin’ ter
gtart ternight an’ git ahead o him."

“Yer sha'n't go, Naney!”

“Bat, pap, I must. Yer not able, bat
Iam. Ain't I been netin® yer boy, an’
tendin' ter ther sock.” she reasoned
playfully, “an’ wot's ter hinder me frum
goin™" |

“It's so fur, child, nigh onter twenty- |
two miles, an' over sich wild poraries.
But ther night's ther higgest objection.™ |

“It's er heap cooler ridin’ at ni;zizt."!
she argued. “Say yes, pap, fur I'm|
bound ter go. Jest think! Onr home's
at stake, and ef thet wolf's ter be relied
an erbont thar bein' coal veins along ther
creck, our claim’s mighty valyble. I'm
goin’ ter save it."

“Dut yer kain't git ther contract with-
qot my presence, Nancy,” Hamlet said
despondently. “I know thet p'int o’ ther
land law."

“No, pap, but I kin see ther land sgent
an' tell him erbont Hines. An' &f yer
willin' I kin take ther money yer've heen
savin' ter build er house an’ pay down
on ther claim. Then we'll shore be ahead
o' ole Hines."

Hamlet saw it wonld bo utterly pse- |
less for him toraiza any more objections.
Nuncy was determined to go to Baxter
that night to outwit Dick Hines, and it
would require more than his spent
strength toindoce her to give up the
mission.

About eleven o'clock the brave girl
mounted her pony and rode away from
the dogont. Kuotted in one corner of a
handkerchief were two handred dollars,
which Humlot had given her to pay down
on the claim. That representad his en-
tire cash account, and had been saved
for another purposs that fall, bat he
yielded it up gladiy to Nancy's care, be-
Beving with her that it wonld be better
invested in securing a contract for the
land. .

She would have to ride abont eight
miles across the unbroken prairie hefore
ghe reached the “Old Mission" road, as
it was called. That gained, shs would
have a straight, well traveled way to
Baxter Springs, near the southern borler
of the county.

The tract of land known as the Neatral
Lands comprised about eight hundred
thousand acres of fertile prairie, located
in the southeastern part of the state.

It had been owmed by the Cherokee
Indians, who had ceded it in trust to the
United States about the close of the war
of secession. The secretary of the in-
terior was the agent of the Indisns te
sell the land.

After considerable wrangling over the
disposal of the land in parcels, as the
agent had been anthorized to do, the en-
tire body was purchased by James F.
Joy, of Michigan, who became owner of
the Neutral Lands soon after the arrival
of the Hamlet family, in 1868,

The families or settlers who had been
loeated on the Neutral Lands before Joy
had purcbased them. declared the whols
basiness to be a vast swindle, they main-
taining a perfect night to take claims
there under the pre-muption or homeo-

| doin’ thar,

rumors of evil agitators, who had noth-
ing to do but ride from one cabin to an-
other, keeping strife so stirred up that
the true sitmation of the matter was
veiled from their anderstanding.

A league was formed near Hamlet's
claim, and though he had been invited
and even urged to join it he took a posi-
tion of neutrality. He had faith that
congress would adjust the trouble satis-
factorily, and went on making such rude
improvements as he wasable on his quar-
ter section, content to await the final de-
cision of that body.

Nancy Hamlet urged her pony for-
ward across the lonely prairie. There
was no moon, bat the bright stars which
shone in the dark blue vaunlt above her
enabled her to keep the proper course,

Alone in the deep darkness of mid-
night, out on the prairie, the girl's heart
felt a sense of desolation and awe that
was almost past’ enduring. Silence
brooded somberly everywhere, broken
occasionally when her pony frightened
up some bhird that had been passing the
night in the rank grass.

Gaining the main traveled road lead-
ing to Baxter the girl felt a revival of
courage. Speaking more hopefully to
her animal she galloped away, as if
freshly animated for her mission.

It was o thinly settled region she was
passing through, and only a lonely cabin,
where all was silent as the grave, every
two or three miles apart, rose dimly be-
fore her view.

She neared the small town of Baxter
Springs just as theeastern horizon toward
the dark woods along Spring river began
to grow crimson with the first flush of
dawn.

In the outskirts of the place she was
halted by amilitary guard, who regarded
the girl suspiciously.

A sub-officer was called, who, on learn-
ing the dauntless Nancy's errand, cour-
teonsly conducted her himself to the
boarding house where the agent for the
Neutral Lagds had rooms.

He was hastily aronsed from hismom-
ing nap, and presently appeared in the
little sitting room where Nancy Hamlet
awaited him,

After she had confided in him as much
of their trouble with Hines as she cared
to, and told her business in coming at
such an nnusually early hour, the agent
said:

“Well, Miss Hamlet, I must say you
have acted bravely in outwitting a vil-
lain, and you and your father have my
true sympathy in your troubles. Of
course, as yon are aware, your father's
presence will be necessary to make the
contract valid. Bat you may leave a
payment on the claim in my hands, for
which I will write you oot a receipt. and
your futher can come in when he is able
to make tha trip, and we'll fix up his
legal title to the land.”

Thanking the agent for his kindness,
and taking the receipt which he made
out for her, Nuncy mounted her pony
and started homeward, her heartin a
wild tumult of ecstasy over the success
she had achievaed in defeating a bad man.

The sun was just peeping above the
hills, burnishing the tree tops with lucid
amber, as she rode out of Baxter.

There was a warm fint on her oval
cheeks, her hazel eyves had the brightness
of triumph in them, while the breeze
from the southwest played strange havoe
with the nuconfined dark locks of the
brave prairie maiden. She was a picture
of zirlish beauty and modest heroism.

BER 15, 1891.

told me bhow yer'd happenel ter be in
Baxter. When he told ms what yor'd
overheard Hines an' Finley plannin’ ta
do I was afeard yer'd meet ther whalps
an' hev trouble. So I ordered my Lorse
and rid right after yer.”

*1 dow't know what I'd done ef yer
hedn't rid up,” said the girl, trying to
meet the admiring eyes of Tom Byers.

“Nannie, yer a mighty brave girl.” ke
said, trying to possess himself of her
hand, “but yer need some big, honest
feller who thinks a heap of yer ter fake
keer of yer. [ was thinkin’ o' sellin’ out
my ranch an’ goin' back ter mother, but
if 1 could only persuade yer to bide long
with ma thar on ther Neosho I'd be pluub
contented ter live allus out hyer on ther
Neutral Lands.”

“Oh, Tom!" she eaid, quickly with-
drawing her hand, ‘“pap's ailin' cou-
sid'ble, an’ I must git back ter him."”

“I'll ride back with yer, Nannie,” Tom
declared, and they left the ford at once.

It was a very pleasant and satisfactory
ride to Tom Byers, judging from the
glad light that shone in his blne eyes as
the young couple rode up to the dugout
and were greeted by Adam Hamlet.

“Tom, 'm mighty glad ter hev yer
bring my leetle gal safe home. Is alf
well?

“All's well,” answered Tom, warmly
shaking the settler'shand. “Therclaim's
yer'n, an' Nannie's mine!™

The land question was finally decided
in the courts, and new settlers began to
flock into the country. The league ex-
citement subsided, and many of its
warmest adherents contractad with Joy
for their lands,

Tom Byers' threats” evidently had the
desired effect on Dick Hines, for soon
after the encounter at the ford he and
his gang left the country for parts un-
krtown. Their places were taken by
honest settlers. Consequently no regrets
followed them, except that some of them
had escaped their just deserts at the
hands of the law.

Adam Hamlet secured a legal title to
his claim, and in due time developed
valuable coal mines along the creek.

Tom and Nancy have a comfortable
home near the Neosho river, and are as
happy as a well mated couple can be
who possess one hundred and sixty acres
of rich land under good cultivation and
clear of all incumbrance.

THE END.

Take Care of the Harneas.

Whether a harness is in good condi.
tion after six or eight years of hard
service, or is good for nothing after two
years, depends on the care taken of it
If weil oiled and cleaned after every ex-
posure to storms, the harness lasts until
enonzh is made ont of it to buy another.
It is a good plan to keep two harnesses,
oue for fine weather and the other for
use when it is wet and rongh. Wesaw
only o few days ago a harness that its
owner assured us had been used for best
during cighteen years, and it was still
in good condition. In that time many
farmers wonld be obliged to buy two if
not three harnesses. [t i3 possibly in
facts like this that some farmers may
find abundant reason {or their complaint
that farming does not pay.—American
Cultivator,

A Surprise.

After the morning sermon I gave the
“Notices,” and then annonnced the num-
ber of the hymn to be sung. The con-
gregation had opened their hymn books,

She had not left the town more than
two miles bohind her when, on entering
a wood lining a stremn, she came face
to face with Dick Hines and his bratal
faced ally.

Her presence so far from home, so
near Baxter, made Hinos saspect the
truth atonce. His fuce darkensd sav-

| agely, and fixing Ler with his hawkish

eyes, while an ngly imprecation fell
from his lips, he songht to block her
passage. ,

The road had been washed deep by
hard rains, with high, steep banks on
either side, so Nancy had no choice but
to draw hier pony aside to let the men
pass. Buot instead of going on, -Hines
and his companion halted directly before
her, and with a leer in his face the
leader said: |

*Wher yer been so airly, gal?™

«“*Pendin’ ter iny own business, Dick |
Hines!” ghe replied with spirit,

“Wot's thet paper yer got in yer hand#”
Hines demanded, catching sight of the
folded receipt which she held as too pre-
cious to let ont of her sight. |

“Thet’s my father’s. Let me pass.™ |

“Not so fast, gal! Yer been ter Baxter
ter the land agent, an' thet paper hes
gomethin’ ter say erbout wot yer been
I'n goin’ ter eee thet paper,” |
he asserted with a loud oath. |

Seeing one of the deacons coming to
ward the pulpit I waited with open
book. He reminded me that 1 had for-
gotten to give a notice of the ladies’
meeting, | then stated to the congrega-

| tion that 1 had forgotten to give snch

notice, announced the number of the
hymu ngain and proceeded to read it
The feeling of the congregution—not to
say my own—may be imagined whenl
read the first line of the hymn:
Lord, what a thoughtless wretch was 11
—Hgomiletic Review.

A Modern Evil.

“Here is another blow at the institu-
tion of matrimony,"” said a cross looking
man the other day us he ran his eye over
the advertisements in the daily paper.

“What is it?" asked a curious by-
stander.

“A furnishing store which sells all

| sortsuf gentlemen’s clothing with a goar-

antee that it is to be kept in order for a
whele vear. It wns bad enongh when
The Adversary put it into the head of
soms one to start a ‘chaperon burean)’
Modern inventions are making the sexes
entirely too independent of each other.
1 don’t approve of it at all."—Kate
Field’s Washington.

“No, yer not,” the girl eried, trying to

force her pony past the villain. Dut he
grasped her bridle rein and restrained |
her.

“Finley, yer kin take the paper frum l
her while I hold ther pony,” said Hines, |
with malignant exultation beaming in |
every feature of his conntenance. |

Finley rode toward the girl's side todo |
his leader's bidding, but instantly she |
transferred the receipt to her mouth and |
shuot her teeth tight together. I

“Choke ther durned hussy!" roared |
Hines, and again Finley approached ber. l

an evil glitter in his green eves.

At that moment there was the hurried
clatter of hoofs over the stony road 1ead-
ing toward the little ford whera Nancy
Hamlet had been stopped by the two
sconndrels, and a clear voice that sent
the red blood flowing back into the girl's
fear blanched cheeks rang out sharply
on the pure morning air:

“Lay one finger on that girl at yer
perill” and Tom Byers, with flashing
eyes, covered the villains with his six
shooter.

With muttered curses the baffled
wretches fell back in surprise and com-
fusion.

“Now ride, whelps!” he ordered, fol-
lowing them with the weapon. “‘An’
keep on ridin till yer git cl'arout o'
God's country. Don't let me ketch yer
back on Deer creek cor ther Neosho
river pollutin’ ther air with yer rotten
devilmint, or I'll shoot yer down like

dian Territory border.
“Oh, Tom!” criéd Nancy, recovering
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LYNCHED

Joa Coz, a Negro, Lyached at

Omesaha

ACCUSED OF AN AWFUL CRIME.

An Infuriated Mob Batters I[ts Way Into
the Jaii and the Tremuling Wreteh is
Beaton to Dexth and langed ton
Troelley Wire.

Osana, Neb, Oct 10 —Over an clec
tric railway trolley wire in front of
Omaha's most beauntiful place of amuse-
ment, naked as when ho came into the
world saye for a fragment of a blpe
blouse and the shoes he wore, swings
the dead body of Joe Coe, a negro of
20, the victim of an angry wmob of in-
censed citizens

Public sentiment here hal been
wrought up to a high pitch by the ex-
ecution of Ed Neal and this tension
was added to when the repirt became
current that Lizzie Yates, the five-
year-old vietim of a fiendish assanlt by
John Coe, a disreputable negro, had
dled.

“*We will lynch the negro," was
heard on every side and it was evident
before nightfall that the day would be
made memorable by a lynching.

Night came on with an ominous quiet
and few people wero on the streets
Suddenly, about 9:30 o'clock, there
eame a confused sound of tramping
and hurrying along the paved streets
toward the county jail and in a re-
markably short time the jail was sur-
rounded.

No leader seemed to control the
crown and yells filled the air, hundreds
shouting at once what to do. No as-
sault was made on the jail for many
moments, the mob standing irresolute,
wailing for some one to lead.

In the meantime a few policemen and
a force of deputy sheriffs that had of-
ficiated in the Nea! hanging were con-
centrated in the jnil, The mob was
hovering about the east entrance clam-
oring for some one to start the tronble.

A rush was made forthe South street
door of the jail, a self-appointed leader
shouting: “We will get in here.™

“Stop,” said a glittering six-shooter
in the hand of Capt. Cormnaek, and the
leaders halted

“What do you want?™ asked the eap-
tain.

the way.™

“If yon take a step this way, I'lL kill
youn,” sald the captain as he put the
pistal under the spokesman’s nose.

The ronmd hole in the barre! backed
by the officer'’s iron nerve did the work

street door.

Then sledges were brought and the
enst door was assailed  This was bnilt
of strong steel lattice, Once inside
four more steel Iattice doors must be
brolen thrl'illgh. This M"L‘ll.‘(ingl'\? im-
penetrable wall between the
erowd of angry men and their victiin,

“We will get the nigger,” now went
up from the erow I s soliit blows rang

stioud

on the salid doers 18 was nseless No
sledge wonld t+ll sguiost that door
Aboat a block mway is the power
house of the eab'e 5% reet rralie Ry com-
pany. Near it are hoge piles of rails—
long, hoiry burs of ateel, In a minute
half & doz-n of these wers borne by

stardy hands op the GIL
While this has beon going on the tale-

phone wires e beea eut acd there
was no costmasivatios from the jail
Ex<Guv. Boyd pached his way through
the erowd toibe fail door an! before a
blow fr m lia battsrine ram was

strack lie essnyed tospeai to the erowd:
It will be a disgrace to Omaho,” he
commeneceid; *l implore von to be quiet
and desist from yvour unlawful efforts
Let the low take itsdue eoursa, let——"

The governor's wonrds were cut off
by & man with asledge whosail: “You
are not governor here. Get onk Go

attend to your opera house.™

!" Then the steel rail clanged against
the steel door  The Ilatter yielded
slightly and a mighty yell went up
from the madlened men and again and
again the battering ram was hurled
agcinst the door. Steel eannot stand
everything and in five rminutes the door
Was Open.

Then there v.as a shert parley and
the second dour was assailed. While
all this was going on Omaha’s puny po-
lice forex of ninety men was gathered,
but the officers were lost in the crowd.

Same one suggested that the fire de-
partment be called out nnd the hose
turged, but it was not that kind of a

mob. 'The fircinen came ot and laid
their hose and the crowd simply carried
away the lines and drove the firemen
| awsy. They were after the megro.
Bang, bang, came the sound of steady

i | blows from inside the jail as the crowd

worked on the steel doors.

It did not take the crowd long after
the second door was passed to effect an
entrance to the huge steel cage in
which eells are located. Thereg wrap-

ina blanket, eowered the trembling
wreteh for whom the lynehers sought

A howl of wild exultation was sent
up by the leaders, who ealled for tools
to eut their way into the eage. Yell
after vell of triumph went up from the
ontsiciu and soon s'edges and eold chisels
were in the hands of those nearest the
cage. Asthe clangz of the blows rang
through the jail and into the eourt yard
the erowd kept up its howl

In the meantime the police under
Chief Seary undertosk to mass at the
jail enirances. Tha erowd seeing the
move pieked up the police and earried
them to the edge of the yard There
they stayed.

Then the work went on. Inside the
¢cage the pegro begred and pleaded.
He insisted he was chargel with bur-
glary. ‘—— rou, we'll burzlary you,"
came the respinse.

The wretch prayed and cried and
rolled on the flvoria terror. His shrieks
for merey wers snswered with blows
that brought his exeen.opers nearer.

At last the caze was upened. Then
with one last yell of tarror the mf

2 by iraa lsof waen eager for
ﬂ'b’féﬁa and thrust throegh corv
ridor. ) )

Here men to identify the wretch were
called for. It was determined to make
no mistake. So those who koew him
pressed forward and his doom was
sealed A lamb would have fared bet-
ter amidst a pack of wolves. He was
not torn limb from limb, but he got =
thonsand curses and a blow for every
curse.

| r—

rough road the wretch was Jdragged by
his ruthless caplors After be reached
the door he had not sprken a word and
in all probability was uaeonscious. By
the time the street was reached he was
dead. It mattered not

Though life was extinet the wretch
must hang, and over a trolley wire of
the electric car line went the rope, one
end of which had served to drag the
doomed man from his ce'l. Then a
hundred bands pulled an® & Lundred
men surged back, and higi. ..bove the
street, directly in front of the beauntiful
new Boyd's theater, swung the lifeless

corpse.
THE CRIME

Last Wednesday Coe called at the
house of Mr. Yates on North Eighteenth
street, saying he was a garbage man, to
inspret the premises. Mrs. Yates al-
lowed him to enter the yard Not long
after little Lizzie Yates, 5 years old,
came running to the house, shrieking in
agony and blood streaming from her
person. She had been most brutaily
ravished by the negro. His description
was soon in the hands of the police and
he was captured Thursday hiding in o
hay mow not far from the scene of his
crime. His identification was complete
and he was held without bail to awnait
trial in the district court. Yesterday
the child died.

EXECUTED.

Ed Neal, Cattle Thief and Mu--
derer, Hm}ied.

HE CONFESSES THE DOUBLE MURDER,

A Previcus Bogus Confession Proves Una=
valling—The Crime » Brutal One, an
Aged Man and Wife Helng
the Vietima.

Osama, Neb., Oct 10.—Ed Neal was
hanged here at 12 o'clock for the mur-
der of Allen Jones and Dorothy Jones,
an aged farmer and his wife, near this
city in February, 1500

The execntion took place just as the
noon whistles were blowing. The
scaffold was erected in the court yard
of the jail and the condemned man
marched up with a firm step. His ac-
tions on the scaifold were in accord-
ance with the nerve that he has shown

and the erowd abandoned the Harney |

since his arrest

| Atthe last moment Neal confessad
“\We want that nigger,” was the re- | that he did the crime unassisted and

ply, “and we will get him. Get ont of Imiked the forgiveness of all, especially

of the Jones family.

Neal made his first confession Wed-
nesday and placed it in the hands of
Jo Clark, a woman who has taken &
great deal of interest in the case and

ED NEAL
wno is supposed to be a sister of the

| execated murderer. The substance of
the confession is that on the day of the
murder Neal went with thres other
men, Shellenberger, Sherman and
Davis, to stampede Jones' cattle and
I:lrive them to South Omaha. The
old man resisted the attempt and
was shot by Davis, who also shot
Mrs Jones, coolly remarking that

| he didn't propose to have any witnesses.
| laving gone this far he determined to
| plunder the place. All the articles of
| yalue, ineluding the rings taken from
| the woman’s fingers, were divided by
| the four men who then carefully hid
the bodies. This is the substance of
Neil's confession and Jo Clark en-
deavored Thursday to get a respite on
account of it, but Gov. Thayer was In
Kansas City.

All that is known of Neal's past life
is that he served terms in the Iowa and
Kansas penitentiaries. His real name
was never divulged, nor so far ss
known did he communicate tohis fami-
ly, if any he bad, intelligence of his

sad plight T

This is the first legal hanging in this
eounty in twenty-three years.

THE CRIME.

No more cool, deliberate, atroclous mur-
der hias ever boon recorded in the annals of
erime than that for which Edl Neal gavo his
1ife on the seaffold in Omuha to-day.

After several days of caref ul preparation
hie went to the farm where old Allen Jones
and his wife lived and foully murdered
them, apparentiy shooting them In the back
ns they ran from him He was a cattle thief
and shot the couple that he might drive off
thelr stoek at his lelsure

Friday morning, February 14, 1590, the dead
podies of Allen Jones and his wife, Dorothy,
were found riddled with bullets, hldden near
thie stable on the old Penney farm, six miles
west of Omaba. The old people were 71 and
8) years of age respectively. The body of
Jones was found in & heap of refuss, t:urlo_d.
two faet under the éxcr L Mra
body was iscoverad in the baso of a hay
stack, earcfully hidden from view. There
were bullet holes I the back of each, which
showed the causs of death. Elghteen head
of cattle and a horss wore missing from the
farm. It was evident from the partialiy da-
somposed bodies that denth had occurred
about ten days before the fAnding. Soon It
was discovered that the cattie bad been sold
to a South Qmahs commission house and
Frank OmMtt and Jerry Deo wars arrested lor

the erime " Toey soon established a com-
plete alibl and wers discharged. It was
then diseovered that E | Neal, who liad been
boarding at the Wisconsin house In Bouth
Omaha, was missing. Several days before
he left ho had made a display of money,
bought elothing and j+welry and confessed
to Iriendsto having made & biz raiss from
an unezpected source This caused sus-
piclon to turn to him as the m irderer.

After the murder Neal went to Kansas City
and was arreste | for stealing eattle at Rose-
dale This ‘ed o his identification ks the
murdeper of the oid gouple snl to his eon-
viction and execution.

LovisviLLe, Ky, Uct 10. —The valid-
ity of the pew constitation of Ken-
tucky is to be contested on the ground
that the eonstitutional convention
made numercus changes after the in-
strument was ratified by the people
Sait was filed to-day at mm to
en the public printer seere-
pew organic law. )

There is a driveway ffty yards long
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